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We ran through vineyards and cornfields and red-
roofed villages and then down the coast of the Adriatic
with its rocks, and figs and ancient twisted olive trees
and white square flat-roofed Oriental villages set in the
background of the blue sea. Here and there I saw a
red flag, and in many railway-stations pictures of Lenin.
Revolution stood ready at the gate, prepared to burst
in and sweep the plains and the hills bare and leave
the villages desolate. Civilization, weak and pallid,
faced red Anarchy.
We came to Taranto and from there took ship, rounded
the heel of Italy, crossed the Adriatic, ran in behind
the long island of Corfu, and, as the dawn showed grey
over the mainland, we anchored below the two grey
forts that watch over the town of Corfu.
We threaded our way out and down into the Ionian
Islands, through the narrow strait that divides Ithaca
from Cephalonia, and, leaving Messolonghi and its
marshes away on our left, swung eastwards into the
gulf of Corinth and stayed a while in Patras.
Then we sailed down the gulf with the towering
barren mountains of Old Greece on our left and the
rich green garden-covered shore of the Morea on our
right.
In these seas each hour of the day and night is full
of wonder. I watched the splendour of the dawn from
Corfu, as the town turned from silver to gold under
the fingers of the newly risen sun. I lazed through
the sunny days, while from the south blew up a soft
wind from Africa that carried with it forgetfulness of
care. We passed places renowned for great poets or